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Of all created things, 
the loveliest 
And most divine are children. 


— William Canton, KS 
ong 
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Dear children, 

Inememben the time when 7 took my grandson to a big library 
bu own city, Tt was the finst teme he'd seen the inside of a neal 
Unany. 

“90's different, grandpa," he whispered to me, pecring past 
the glass door, seeing the huge shelues, the bright lights and the 
numerous tables, ‘People were going seriously about thetr 
businesses, engrossed in reading or taking dawn wotes. 
ead t* different from the lending library docu our street," he 

“tyes,” 7 whispered back, t 
“Ma” Its 

The lending tibrary he 
Gorrewed his comics and DIFFERENT! 
imystertes from, was a tittle ¢ 
shop uithrichety woodenshetues 


and masses of tattered, second- 

hand books. toc 
We pushed open the glass ws 

door, and went inside. Coot & 

acr hit our faces, 


"0's air-conditioned!" 
Recshaa gaspedout, A library 













stall, at her counter heard him aud smiled, 

7 wok Recshina to the shetues marked, ‘Children's Section’. 

"Yaw must learn to read books ather than comes and 
mnysteries,"’ P told him and showed him haw te chaase the books 
he wanted. 

“What beatiful books!" he exclaimed, tua hushed whisper. 

"Yes," Inopilied, " Theyare very expensive toa, So yore must 
take real good care of them when you borrow them." 

Rrishua nodded, 7 went to the tbranry counter and got the 
return date stamped. ou the books. 

"Tey to read them before this date," 7 teld Krishna, 
*You'ue got to return the books thea." 

rhs Krishna took the books from the Udbrarian, he told her, 
“9 Ub take good care of your books, Dan twang! 7 Ul bring them 
back on tame tao!" 

“Thanks! the librarian replied. ''f anty all barnocuers 
were tee youl" 


Lowe, 
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Dear Ector, 
[When my pappa brought the 
June issue of Gotulam, lwasin bed, fest 
asleep. My brother Cris, took away all 
the labels and placed itin a book tohide 
them fram me 

But! found them the next day, and took 
them away. He didn't know that, He 
searched and searched for the labels, | 


rR 
) 


took pityon himand gave 
him half the number of 
labels, 
dis Thomas, aged 9, 
Sliver Hills High School, 
Calicut. 
Dear Editor, 


52 lamanewreader of Gokuken My 
fiend and tread Doubles Trouble July 
issue), by Bhuvaneswari. We enjoyed it 
lot. 1 100 experienced a funny inci 

dent. Can | send it to you? 
S. Veenadhari, aged 13, 
Chittoor - 517 001. 


Youcant Ed. 
Dear Editor, 
52 | began to 


read Gotulam 
‘oniyrecently, The 
‘oddthingsinitare 
the recipes. Why _— 
do children need = 
them? Please pub 
lish. something 
nice and informa 


» 






du 
Letter 





tive instead, 


Ashwin, aged 10, 
Bangalore - 560 019. 


Dear Editor, 
2 ik was a Saturday and | did not 
have school, My parents and sister had 
gone to visit an aunt. | had invited a 
cousin over to enjoy my cooking — 1 

was making seme, 
eft the semi on 


st ainduludertta 


BOX 


the fire, switched on the TV., and 
promptly forgot about it, OF course, it 
was burnt ain stickyl 

| was close to tears, wondering what 
‘my cousin would think of me. Then, | 
saw the February issue of Gokul on 
the bookshelf. quickly went through it 
for some easy recipe. Quick Cutters 
caught my eye, | made it quite quickly, 

‘My cousin loved the cutlets 

‘You are a good cook.” she said 

Thank you, V. Mangala, for such a 
tasty and quick to make recipe. 

Rowena, 
Holy Cross Anglo Indian H.S.S. 

Dear Rowena, 

You have not given your complete 
address, Please sendittous Ed. 
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Dear Editor, 
63 Though | have sent stories, and 
leters to you, none of them have been 
published. When Iread Naman Baliga’s 
letter (June issue), Iwas inspired to write 
to you once again. | will continue to 

write letters 
Joan Leela Madtha, aged 15, 
St, Joseph's H.S., Dharwar. 


52 | liked the horror story, Patt! uw 
gust issue), very much, 
R. Varadarajan, 
Coimbatore - 6, 








£2 fwe send our drawings for Cre. 

cative Comer, can we get them back? 
Thejashwini, 
Mysore - 23. 


You will get your contributions back 
if you send a selkadaressed, stamped 
envelope with them. But ifyour draw 
‘ngs published in one of our issues, we 
cannot return it: Fa, 


[5% Qn what basis do you decide your 

cover stories? Please tell us in advance 

so that we can send our contributions 
accordingly, 

Vidya Moorthy, aged 13, 

St. Joseph's Matriculation 

HS. 





We plan our cover stories @ month 
before, Vidya. Butit will natbe possible 
foannounce them ahead of time in our 
sues, Fd. 








should you do it you tind a 

plngon yourbed? 

P somewhere else! 

= Pavithra C.Sekaran, 

, aged 12, 
Bombay- 90 


eC 
Q: What do you get if you cross 


centipede and parrot? 
A: Walkie ~ Talkie! 








Sapna G.Krishnat 
aged 12, 
Bangalore-560 040 


Sy 


Ge 









Q: What does the great wall of 
China have that the Chinese didn't 
put there? 
A: Cracks! 
K.Radhika, aged 13, 
Madras - 600 034. 
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he boy with those big 

T specs and that serious 

face in your class— “A 
bookworm!” you sneer. 

Well, the serious reader of 
books may seem like an al- 
ien species to you. But do 
you know that it is good for 
you to read for more rea- 
sons than one? 

“How strange!” | can al- 
most hear you say, “I read 
only my text-books. And 
that's more than enough!" 


tis not enough if youjust read 
your text-book. Text-books. 
may contain a lot of informa- 





tion. But knowledge — real 
experiences and truths are 
contained in other books. 
The history text-book might 
tell you about the Rani of 
Jhansi or Gandhiji's role in the 
freedom movement. But who 
were these people in real life? 
To find out, you've got to read 
other books on these people. 
There are so many differ- 
ent kinds of people in this 
world. So many things hap- 
pening, — incidents, acci- 
dents — spooky or down-to- 
earth. How would you know 
about all this if 
you did not read? 


elevision has 
T now become 
a popular sub- 
stitute for the 
‘boring’ book. T.V. 
does give you 
information as 
well as interest- 
ingnews, serials 
stories, movies, 
ete. 


S THE 
“ “IMPORTANCE 


“OF THE 


READING HABIT 








Television can be good or 
bad for you. So can books. 
Both are necessary for us to. 
lead interesting lives. It all 
depends on the way we use 
them 

The couch potato who 
plonks himself in front of the 
T. V. with no other activity but 
that, is an example of bad 
use of television. So is the 
bookworm, who buries his 
nose in a book, and never 
looks up. 

Spare enough time for 
other activities too, that'll 
give you exercise and fresh air. 


eadingis verynecessary 

for your mind. Constant 
reading keeps the brain 
active. If you do not read 
anything other than your 
text-books, you'll find your- 
self becoming dull and bor- 
ing. 

Reading keeps you think- 
ing; arouses your curiosity to 
help you read further, and 
makes you a bright conver- 





sationalist. 
You have to read as much 


as you can — magazines, 
books, comics... 

Reading keeps your eyes 
in good shape too. 

As you develop the reading 
habit, you'll find that reading 
can be entertaining too. It 
takes you to so many other 
worlds — to many countries, 
helps you meet other people... 


anaki loved reading. But 
Jane found that as her 
studies increased, she found 
little or no time to read for fun. 
The trick is to keep aside a cer- 
tain time everyday for books. 
Arun, on the other hand, 
read all the books he could 
lay his hands on. But he 
found no time for play, or for 
friends. That's not good too. 
Reading should be a fun 
activity like any other. 


S. SRIDHAR 
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RHYME TIME! 


MOVIE MOCKERY! |) 


Te you were asked by a layman 
“What is falsehood?” 
And the oxford dictionary gives 
not its meaning precise, 
The philosopher explains in 
unintelligible size, 
And neither does the English 
professor 
explaininconcise, 
Then summon him to an 
INDIAN theatre 
He'll thank you for the 
demonstration later! 


‘The movie'll open in delight, 
Life’ll seem so goodly and bright 
‘Then a godlike couple'll appear, 
To drive all realism well out 


of gear! 
Behind them a sitar‘Il 
gaudily ery, 
‘The layman'll understand why 
by and by. 


Tall, dark and GRUESOME! - 
the INDIAN HERO, 

By the first film formula 

He's never a zero! 


Over to the heroine, the main 
cause of pain, 
Without her contribution, the 
foolery'll be in vain 
Her vital duty is to shed a few 
tears, 
‘The hero'll fight her foes and 
ward off her fears! 
A STANDARD VILLAN, a 
scarf round the neck, a mole 


near the eye, 
By the second 
film formula: 
The villain 
mustdie! 


























They'll swing lathis, and apple 
‘cutting knives, 
Old fashion’d A.K.'s are taboo in 
mod movie strifest! 
ONE unarmed GOD, fights dozen 
devilish foes, 
‘They're killed, He’s won and still 
the movie goes. 


Mz. Layman is fagged out, Ife 

leshood concept in his mind is 
toocleae 

‘Then comes the murder part ofl 

Timean MUSIC MURDER without which the show isn't 

Colourful smoke, fashion the background, 

‘The two GODS appear on a heavenly mound 

"EXTEMPORE RECITATION" The her's song, 

Other llr instruments follow close along 

Vigorous exercise follows the event, 

By music mockery this a whats meant! 


Ana. 


In the world of stiltand stunt, 
‘The age factor is not a constraint 
And that’s why Raj Kapoor at 40, is still at eighteen, 

‘And granddads wed their grandaughters on the screen. 
And by the time he’s seen all the reels, 
Mr. Layman shows a clear pair of heels, 








itt 








AND SO Now, 
If you were asked by a Layman 
“Whatis truth?” 
And the Oxford dictionary gives 
not its meaning precise, 
The philosopher explains in 
unintelligible size, 
And neither does the English 
professor explain in concise, 
‘Then show him this movie, so 
‘uncouth, 
He'll understand what's falsehood, 
the opposite is truth! 









- Hema. Venkataraman, 
Std X, Cluny Convent, 
Bangalore. 








The reference section of the USIS Horary, Madras, 


ou are a book lover, what 
better place would you like 
tobe, than ina library? And 
if you are not a book lover, a 
library can be a place to be, too. 
You can learn to collect informa- 
tion in a systematic way. But 
first, let me help you understand 
a library better, 











* Old patm leat manuscript proserved atthe 
‘Adyar Ulbvary, Madras 








‘The word library, comes from 
the Latin word liber, which 


means book, The first lib 
goes back to 2,700 B.C. The 
Sumerians (now southern Iraq), 
had developed a system of writ: 
ing on clay tablets. Since these 
could be easily destroyed, th 














THE LIBRARY 


fia wit 
piel 





built librai 
keep the: 


es to preserve and 
ablets. 


he King of Babylon, Assur- 
banipal, whoruled from 669 
626 B.C., built a library at 
ineveh, It stored 30,000 clay 
some with information 





from other parts of the world. 
This is thought to have been the 
first real library. 

Julius Caesar wanted to set 
upa public library in Rome. But 
he was killed before it could be 
Later, about 28 public li- 


built. 
br 






Tt was the invention of paper 
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“checking 
outa he 
brary 
counter with 
‘book. 


and printing that helped librar- 
iesflourish. Morecopies of books 
could be stored, and they were 
cheaper too. 


Avs usually has two see- 
‘ions. One, wheretheshelves 


* Choosing » book 















The 
Home 
Library 


little library athome canbe 
a good hobby. Parents 
may grumble at the price 
of books, A cheaper 
Way tobuildupagood 
collection is to buy}, 
second-hand books. 
“Youhavetolikea 
book to want to keep 
it,” says Parvathi 
Gopalarathnam, the 
librarian at the Adyar 
Library in Madras. 
“You have to have a 
feel for books.” 
She doeshaveapoint—many 
people buy books, readthem, then 





BOOK CARE 


lend them out. 

Thus, to build a good home 
library, remember — itis very im- 
portantto respect books and what 
they contain 
6 AA books should be treated 
gently," says Ms. Gopala- 
rathnam, “Tur the pages neatly, 
without squeezing the comer be- 
tween your fingers. Treat it ike 
you would treat a thing of value.” 

Do not fold the comers of a 
‘book to mark the place where you 
stop. Use a book mark, 

Here are some 
tips she's given to 
maintain your library, 

1. Line the shelves 
with old newspapers. 

2. Remove the 
books and dust them, 
atleastonce a month, 

3.Put naphthalene 
balls in small cloth 
-|pouches and place 
them in shelf comers, 
Check if they have dis-integrated 
and replace regularly. 

4. Press a few neem leaves 


sell them off tothe paperwallah or between the pages of each book. 


of books are displayed; and the 
other, where tables and chairs 
are placed to help you sit and 
read comfortably. 

But how do you find the book 
you want among those shelves 
and shelves of books? Sounds 
like hunting for a particular 
sheafofhayina haystack? Well... 





the library actually has an index 
system, with the help of which 
youcan find the books you want, 

Most libraries have a cata- 
logue, with thenamesofauthors 
or subjects in alphabetical or- 
der. You can find the book you 
want by leafing through this in- 
dex, then looking for it in the 
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* The raading room at the Adyar library 
Neemis a natural insect and pest 
repellant. 

5. Do not write on the books 
themselves. Underlining, scoring 
in margins, writing remarks, etc., 
makes a book unfit for a second 
reading. 

6. If there are any books of 
value you are unable to preserve, 
don't throw them away. Donate 
them to libraries and institutions. 

The Adyar Library itself has a 
collection of ancient books, well- 
preserved. There are palm leaf 


appropriate subject shelf. 

‘The shelves in a library are 
marked according to subject — 
fiction, chemistry, medicine, 
mythology, ete. 


Fowadays, libraries not only 
[provideinformation through 
books, but through computer- 






and copper plate manuscripts in 
Pali, Sanskrit, etc. There are works 
from Sri Lanka, China, Siam and 
Persia too. 

A rare collection indeed! 





stored information as well. You 
can easily find the material you 
want, and read it on the com- 
puter screen. 

Many libraries hold film 
shows, talks, exhibitions, book 
fairs, ete. Thus, they act as a 
place of information for subjects 
other than just books too. 


Goratam 15, September 34 


countries with fantasticcollections 
of books. 
? One of the best collections 
ever found is in the State 
Public Library at St. Peters- 
burg in Russia. It was 
founded by Catherine the 
Great, and has about 28 mil- 
lion books — the world’s larg- 
est collection! 


Nes: we have lending 
libraries aroundevery street 
~Keepiog the nom ibvry cean and tty, corner. These help us get comics, 
The library staffare thereto bestsellers, and other paper- 
helpyou, incaseyoufeellostand backs to read. ‘The lending li- 
helpless. ‘They are trained to brary, however, can be just a 
helpthememberget the book he tore or a shop, with shelves of 
wants or the information he de- books, nothing more. 
sires. Libraries help preserve his- 
tory too. They store books sys- 
Lr are found almost tematically and will remain for 
jeverywhere. National libra-_ the later generations to read. 
ries have been set up in many 




















IDHYA SRIDHAR, 


The Mobile| Lrey or 
The Book mobile 


his is one method that takes books to the rural areas 
and to people who do not have access to books. A 
van with a small library inside, travels to villages and 
certain places in cities. 

The van stops at a certain point on a certain date and 
opens its doors toits members. Readers return the books 
they have borrowed and take new ones. 

Then, they Have to wait for the next time the library 
comes driving around! 
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Pick out the eight ‘Gokulam’ characters. 


K.Archana Bhat, aged 13, 
Kudremukh - 577142 


Solution on page 80 

























Nooreshstndied inmyclass 


till the fourth standard. After 
that, we took adistesiond Ga Ar the end of the seventh 


different schools. Naresh is a Standard, Naresh dropped out 
very poor boy. His father is a from school. His family could 
mason, and he does not always "vt afford to educate him. He 
find work. His mother works took a job ina local shop, so that 
hard too. She collects cowdung, he could earn some money. 
makes cakes of them. and sells My father works in the 
railways. But thishasnot built 
awall between us. We're good 
friends, and my parents love 
him. 


v3 y Toasyisthe tenth 


fJuly, 1994. It is the 
lay of Ratha-Jatra 
Last year, Naresh, 
my father and 
myself, went to 
the  Ratha- 
Jatra fair at 
Rath-tala, 
near the 
border of 









Iday-dream ofwhatall we would 
do at the festival fair, Naresh 
sees me and runs towards me 
with a smiling face. 
“Shall we go?” I ask in a low 
tone. 

“Icannot come, 
he says sadly, “My 
master will not give 
me the day off." 

Tam upset. 

“If I come with 
you,” says Naresh, 
“Tl not get my 
wages for today.” 

Iam very unhappy. Slowly, I 
walk back home, thinking about 
Naresh, I am not in the mood 
the Ratha-Jatra anymore. 


here is a rather sad story 
by Rishi Bankim Chandra 
Chattopadhyay. Radharani, a 
little girl, goes to the Ratha- 
Jatra fair witha basket of flower- 
garlands to sell. She has to buy 
medicine for her ill mother with 
the money she gets 
Kanchrapara and Kalyani. We When I first read the story, I 
enjoyed the festival, thought it to be mere fiction. 
This year, we had decided ButnowIknowitcan berealtoo. 
that just the two of us would go 
to the Ratha-Jatra fair. Our Atin Chattopadhyay, 
parents agreed to it. Std, VOI, 


Kanchrapara Harnett 


go to Naresh's shop to see HLS, West Bengal, 


him. There heis, sweating away. 
FROM OUR READERS 
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STORY. 


During tho summethotays.cu 
granny vsitedus. twasthetalendot 
the vacation and the people in our 
flats, whohadgone or herr nolcays 
wereretuming, Alofususedto.goup 
tothe open terracein the fourth floor 
after dinner. Grorny used to st with 
Us and tell us tales trom her everiozt 

ing treasure house 
of stories 






One night 
while we were tok 
ing to granny, we 

heard a tuck 
haltingintront 
of our build 
Ing. Thee tats 
were vacant 
In our building. Mani ron 
down the flight of stops fo find out 
Who the new-comers were. He soon 
came back win the information that 
somebody from Madurai was mov: 
ing in, Granny asked him, "Two 
families are expected form Madura. 
Who has come? Did you oxk? 

Mani made another trip down 

stats, and told her 
The Sharas are corning fist 
Which flat will they occupy? 
granny asked 


Just as Moni was about to 90 


THE 
BETTER 


MAN 





down aggin, she stopped him and 
‘sed Jambu to find out. Jambu 
retumed in a few minutes, and said, 
“They are going to occupy flat no. 6 
But only Mr. Sharma hos come with 
thetnuck. The other members, includ 
ing his daughters, are arriving by the 
moming train. They have already 
written the admission test and have 
got admission in the nearby schoolin 
the Vill and X standards! 

‘Oh! How much information you 
have collected Jambu! You are like 
Subuthit"” granny exclaimed, 

‘Subuthi? Who is that? Oh you 
cregoingtotellastory? Please! Tellus 
‘who he is!” begged Suman, 

Granny began her story. 


Orce upon atime, aking 
called Sundaravarman ruled 
Tamilnadu. He had an intel 
gent and able minister called 
Subuthi, Everyone liked him, 
for he was not only intelligent, 
but kind and considerate too. 
People respected him. But there 
‘was one person who didn't like 




















him, Yes. You guessed it right! 
It was the queen. She had a 
brother and she wanted him to 
be the minister. She thought 
that too much was made about 
Subuthi’s intelligence 

“Anybody can do what he 
does,” she thought, and told her 
husband so. 





The king wanted to bring 
her to her senses. 












You SHOULD 

* NOT TELL OTHERS 

AGOUT WHAT You 
SEE ; 









Hesaid, “Iwantto 
test both of them in 
your presence. The 
‘one who comes out 
successful will be my min- 
ister. The other one will leave 
the city!” 

‘Thequeen agreed tothis, sure 
that her brother would succeed. 


The next day, the king 
called Subuthi, and his brother- 
in-law, Sashang to court. 

He told a servant, “Bring it 
in” 

‘Thetwomen waited, puzzled. 

“You should not tell others 
what I am going to show you, 
the king said, “Nor should you 
discuss it among yourselves.” 

The two 
men agreed. 
The servant 
brought a gold 
plate covered 
with a cloth 
‘The court was 
cleared. Only 
the king, Sha- 





shang and 
Subuthi re- 
mained. 

“Go see 


what is on the 
tray,” the king 
told Subuthi. 
Subuthi 
lifted thecloth, 
saw what was 
under it, and 


Wali -s 


returned, Next, itwasSashang’s 
turn. He lifted the cloth, and his 
face turned pale, 

He looked frightened and 
shaken! 


The next day, there was a 
rumour in the city, that a spy’s 
head had been cut off the previ- 
ous day! When the king heard it, 
he laughed, and told the queen, 
“It’syourbrotherwhohas spread 
the rumour, What he saw yes- 
terday, was the root portion of a 
banana tree dipped in red! He 
has not only been frightened by 
thesight, buthastoldotherpeople 
of it, too. A minister must have 
courage and mental strength to 


WHAT ARE 
THOSE BAGS?... 


keep a secret to himselt,” 

‘Thequeen kept quiet. Sundara- 
varman told her, “Let us give 
him another chance. Ask him to 
come to the palace garden to- 
morrow morning.” 

















S., the next morning, there 
was crowd in the garden facing 
the palace entrance, Nobody 
could guess what was in the 
king’s mind. After talking to 
them about some topics of com- 
mon interest, the king told them, 
“See! So many carts are travel- 
ling in the eastern direction, 
“Wonderwhatisgoingonsoearly 
in the morning.” 

Sashang, who was standing 
next to the king, hurriedly went 
out to see, He soon came back 






and told the king, 

“They are going to 
the Kounkaipattinam 
weekly shandy.” 

“T see! What arc 
those bags? Some 
grains I presume,” said 
the king. 

Sashang ran out once again, 
came back and said, “Yes, my 
lord! They are taking paddy and 
rice to the weekly market.” 

“Ifthey are taking that much 
rice, the owner must be a rich 
landlord,” the king observed. 








Aust as Sashang was get- 
ting ready to go and find out 
again, Subuthi leapton hishorse 
and galloped out. 

He returned in a few min- 
utes, and said, “The paddy and 
rice stock belongs to Kesavan 
Nambi of Kandanur. They have 
both Kuruvai and Samba variet- 
iesofrice, They will bedelighted 





to sell the rice or 
paddy to the royal 
kitchens for a good 
price. Their people 
will meet our 
Karyasthar* in the 
evening. They have 
given me 
samples of 
both the va- 
rieties.” 

‘The king 
smiled atthe 
queen, She 
understood, 
ubuthi seems to have ears 
and eyes everywhere,” she 
thought. 

Sashang left the city the next 





day. The queen never inter- 
fored in state matters after that. 
KRISHNAVENI 
RANGANATHAN 
 Karyasthar = A Kind of secretary who 
tooks ater he acount, 


EXPERIENCE 


THE BROKEN TRAIN 


Welive on the first floor of house. There is abalcony at the back, From 
there, we can see the railway track. 

One fine morning, my litle sister and I were sitting on the balcony’ 
talking. Suddenly, we heard a train coming. We looked out, and saw an 
engine alone passing by. 

‘On seeing the engine without the usual line of bogies following it, my 
sister yelled, “Broken train! Broken train, going past our house! 

That made me laugh over and over again. When I told my mummy and 
daddy, they had a good laugh too! 

‘What a funny way she has of looking at things! 

Saranya Dural, aged 9, Madras - 16. 
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fruit - loving 
creatures like 

squirrels, birds, bats, and of 
course, children! This year, the 
cashewnut tree was laden with 
fruit, We stuffed ourselves with 
them. The nuts had 

been carefully col- 
lected ina plastic bag. 


Uncle had promised 
to roast them for us. 
So we gathered twigs 
and dry leaves and 
made a blazing fire, 






into which the 
cashewnuts were 


“ poured. 
How sweet it ist” 1 


exclaimed. My aunt smiled at Te backyard was very 
us. cheerful. Grandma, Uncle, Aunty 
“T knew you would like it,” and the four of us were comfort 
she said. ably seated in various places. 
Jothi, Vanitha, Varun and Sizzle-splutter-crackle- hiss! 
myselfhad been invited tospend 
the holidays in my aunt's house. 
The garden around the house 


KASINO 


wees © STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





‘sorts of noises emerged, 
aswekindled the fire. We begged 
Grandma to tell us some stories 

Here are two stories about 
cashewnuts that Grandma told 
us then, 


How the cashewnut got its 
name. 


} ago, a Britisher 
pointed to some cashewnuts 
being sold by an old woman and 
asked, “What are these nuts?” 

The old woman thought that 
the Englishman was asking her 
the price of the fruit, and re- 
plied, “Kasinu ettu!”, which 
meant eight nuts for one paise. 
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‘The Britisher pronounced it as 
‘Cashewnut’, and now, we con- 
tinue to call it ‘cashewnut'! 


Why the seed is found outside 
the fruit. 


Long tongagoalthe trees 
were asked to bow before the 
Rain God. The trees did so, know- 
ing that their welfare depended 
on rain. Even now, the mighti- 
est of trees have to bend down 
when it rains hard, But at that 
1, the cashewnut tree did not 
obey. 

‘The next time the Rain God 
visited the forest, all the trees 
bent low. But the cashewnut 
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tree stood straight. The Rain 
God was so angry that he 
trampled all the fruits of the 
cashewnut tree. The fruits were 
squeezed and the seeds came 
out. The frightened cashewnut 
tree begged for forgiveness, and 
he was pardoned. And even now, 
the seed is found outside the 
fruit. 


Granny had finished nar- 
rating her stories. The cashew 
nuts were done too. Uncle 


forbade us to touch the nuts be- 
cause they were very hot. But 
the lust for forbidden fruit, or 
should I say, forbidden nut, was 
so great that we scalded our fin- 
gers. But wedid not regretit, for 
delicious, baked cashewnutshad 
at last found their way into our 
mouths. 








Kannal Achuthan, 

aged 13, Holy Cross Anglo 
Indian Hr. See. School, 
Tuticorin, 
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Very easy and artistic 
‘drawing lessons. 
formulated by an At Director 
‘win considerable experience 
a Advertsing, 


LEARN 
ART 
BYPOST 


For Prospectus send Rs. 2. Stamps 4g 


AJ. ART COURSE 
No, 6th Main Road, Dhandeeswaram, 
\elachery, Madras 600 042. 
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ommunication 


Cc is a skill that 


has progress 
through the years, 
Andas time passed, 
old methods and languages gi 
place to new ones, easier to use. 
Sanskrit and Latin are two 
famous examples of these, Du 
ing the Vedic period in India, 
Sanskrit was considered the la 
guage of the Gods, It was a 
rough language like any other, 
inthe beginning. But, in the 7th 
century B.C,, Panini improved 
on it, and for ized it as a lan- 
guage.. He also named it 
Samskrutam, which means im- 


proved and reformed. 


ao Soosici has a rich store of 
& literature, science and math- 


ematics.. The Vedas, the 
2 Mahabharatha, and the 
Ramayana, were written in this 
© language. 
$ At the World Space Confer 
E ence, the Italian Scientist, 
& Dr. Roberto Pinotti said that In- 
& dia might have lost a sophisti- 
Z cated civilization that might 
have had contacts with civiliza- 
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are quitea few books in Sanskrit 
that describe vimanas, or flying 
vehicles. The Vymanika Sastra 
and Samarangana have refer- 
ences to advanced flying tech- 
nology. 

Maybe, with a lost language, 
we have lost a civilization too! 
Compiled by S. Srikanth, 

aged 14, 
Kendriya Vidyalaya, 
Kudremukh. 
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REATIVE 
RNER 


ie) 
00 R.Alagu, Std V, 


Kikani Matriculation School, 


Coimbatore. 

Dear Alagu, 
K. Anita, aged 13, You have not given your house address. 
Dalmiapuram, Please send it to us.Ed. 





K. 0. Seena Rosy, aged 14, 


St. Theresa’s G. 









\« G. Kumar Vel, aged 11, 
aa Coimbatore - 641 042. 


STORIES FROM OUR READERS ————————— 


PRATIMA was tell- 

ing her friends how 

she had spent the 

summer holidays. 

“And you know what 
fun it was!” she exclaimed, “It 
was great!” 

She had taken on the job of 
collecting subscriptions for a 
newspaper. She 
house to house t 
people subscribe, 

“And I was 
month!” she exclaimed, “I got 
fifteen rupees extra if I got a 
subscription.” 

A crowd gathering 
around Pratima. Now the oth: 
ers too, wanted to do 









something to earn 
money. 
PRATIMAS 


words had 
electrified 
allthosewho 
had heard her, 

Now conversation ranged 
around incoming bucks. Nobody 
discussed mathssumsand Hindi 
grammar anymore. 


It was money, money, all the 
way. Serious talks of how to 
earn it filled the lunch breaks 
and free periods. 





“I could supply milk in the 
morning,” Priya chirped. 
“What an odd job! A milk- 
girl?” snorted Anita, “Pd 
prefer to be an evening 
sales girl in a shop.” 


ANITA was known 
for rubbing people 
the wrong way. She 
was quite good at 

creating fights and her enemies 

were countless, 

‘ou, a sales girl?" retorted 

Priya. “We'llhave the First World 

Quarrel, then!” 

Deepa, whowaslistening,now 
said, “Ithinkwriting would bethe 
best. Iam going to write a novel.” 
‘Who is to read 
them?” smiled Anita. 




































“Except you?” 


“I'VE got an 
idea,” Suma 
exclaimed sud- 
denly. Shehad 
been deep in thought 
while the others were talk: 
ing. “We'll begin a rock 
band. We'll give shows 
everywhere and earn 
mone 
Suma grinned widely 
It took some time for / 
her idea to sink in. Bui 
soon, there was enthusi 
astie approval 








After a lot of coax- 
d to bring her 


toy clarin 
ing, Anite 
casio, 
Deepa brought her toy piano 
too, But drums! What to do for 





Practise sessions began the 
next day. Deepa wrote a 
few lyrics, Priya brought her 
guitar, and Suma brought her 












id Anita, 
and the others agreed. 


THEIR first song 
rehersal began 
My heart is 
full of love, 
Love for you 
my dovel 
My pretty 
dow 
My pretty 
dove — oh! 
Deepa stopp- 
ed singing. ‘The 
nextwords refused 
to come. She 
thought deeply 
Then — 
My love, my 
love for you, 





oh! 








Oh, oh! 
It’s for you, only for you! 
Oh, oh? 
Thus, a few 
tunes and reb 
“Not very fantastic,” sighed 
Deepa gloom 
“Ofcourse!” 
singing. Ifyou let me 
“Shut up!”Sumasaid, “They're 
great! We're ready for a perfor 
mance.” 
“Are we?” Pri; 


were set to 














a was not s0 





Those tunes... they'resort 

aren't they?” 
SO they made tick- 
cts distributed them 


sure, 
of flat 





reluctantly accepted 
them. Each ticket cost two ru- 
pee: 

Atlast, theday arrived. Mats 
were placed in the corner of their 
colony playgrour 
poster was put up 

WELCOME FRIENDS! THE 
FIRST SHOW OF THE GREAT 


Gok 
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ROCKBAND — MELODIOUS. 

‘Theyhadnomike, but agreed 
tomanage without it. When the 
great moment arrived, only two 
oftheirfriends were seated there, 
along with their parents, 





MELODIOUS—the 
rock band sang their 
first song. And it was 
lucky that there was 


no mike, Their parents and 


” 


friends had fled! 

Gloomily, the ex-Melodious 
four, sat fingering their instru- 
ments. They were glad there had 
been no tomatoes or rotten eggs. 

“I knew it would flop right 
from thestart,”said Anita, “It'sall 
‘Suma’'s fault 

“Look here! 
think...” 

‘The others began to pack up. 
Theyhadhadenough ofherideas 
SirshaRay Chaudhuri, aged 14, 

Bangalore - 31. 


” Suma began, “I 





One day, my Friend Reptiles. A wide variety of 
asked me, “Can you imag, 8iant dinosaurs, Ichthyosaurs 


ine younself as av animal?” 2ndPetrodactyleshad evolved 
into reptiles. The age of dino- 


Myself, an animal! Very — saurs was coming to an end. 
renesting! Whar would | And by the end of the Creta- 
become? I pur my chin in Ce0us period, dinosaurs were 
my paw... oops! Paw?! extinct 
Eceks! My blood nan cold 
as I looked ar myself, 1 
had changed into a dino- 
saun! So, ler me tell you 
abour myself — 











y) 


My ancestors, the ist ai- 


nosaurs originated on earth 
many millions of years ago. 








Iflremember right, it was 
the Triassic period that 
began 225 million years 
ago. We lasted around 
35 million years, until the 
Jurassic period. 










My zoological name is 

Brontosaurus — the dinosaur 

have changed into, now. 
The jurassic period Scientists have classified us 

not only saw the first. thus — 

birds, but it was also the Phylum : Chordata 

beginning of the Age of Class : Reptilia 
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Sub class : Diapsida 
: Aurchosauria 





The word dinosaur itself 
means, ‘terribleanimal’. guess 
we were named thus due to 
our huge, grotesque appear- 
ance. 

We brontosaurs are vegetar- 
ians, But there are other dino- 
saurs that are carnivores. 

We feed mainly on aquatic 
vegetation, which we pull from 
under water, with the help of 








our long necks. 

We measure upto 80 feet 
and weigh 40 - 50 tonnes! My 
body actually has 76 vertebrae! 

Thebody size ofthe bronto- 
saur is so huge that we can 
hardly support ourselves on 
land, So, we spenta lot of time 
floating in water . 


My ancestors became ex- 
tinct by the end of the Creta- 
ceous period. But nobody 
knowshow orwhy ithappened. 
Maybe it was the climatic 
changes during the Mesozoic 
period that followed. 

Somebody wrote, “Dino- 
saursneverhada chance. They 
seem to have been invented for 
the sole purpose of becoming 
extinct, and that was all they 
were good for. 

Ihave gone into hiding in 
the deep forests of North 
America, | don’t want any- 
body tosee me. Shh! Don’ttell 
on me, please. Or, | would be 
caught and put behind bars in 
a lonely cage in a zoo. 


S. Suganya, aged 11, 
Padma Seshadri School, 
Madras. 
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EXAM EXPERIENCES 





f was writing my half- 


yearly biology exam. It was 
nearly 12.15 p.m. We were to 
hand over the papersat 12.30. 
(had twodiagrams (10marks) 
and an essay (7 marks) left to 
complete. { completed the 
essay first. Now for the dia- 
grams... 

My pencil point was blunt. 
(began to shareenit. Thelead 
Point of the pencil broke and 
rolled across my shoes. It 
happened a second time. In 
tmy hurry, and in anger too, { 
shareened the pencil once 
again. The point broke and 
fell to the ground. | felt like 
crying. [had only one pencil 
with me. 

Wewere strictly not to bor- 
row from each other in the 
exam hall. [t was now 12.25 
p.m. Our teachers asked us 
to tie up our pa- 
pers. 

My hands 
trembled as {drew 
the string through 
thepapersandtied 


the knot. There was my pen- 
cil, just a few centimetres long. 
How was I to finish those dia- 
grams? 

The bell rang. I gavein my 
paper and came out. [ looked 
closely at the pencil. Why was 
it so bad? Then [remembered 
— (had taken it from Arun 
Kumar's house without ask- 
ing him, a week ago. It was 
hot my pencil at all. 

Now, [ felt [was being pun- 
ished for the act..... 

(. Franklin, 
Madurai - 20. 























«“ 

Lee eight sighea 
arandmother, and i’ the 
chidren'e bedtine. They are 








Here we are!” yelled four shrill 
voices at the gat 

Grandmother went out to greet her 
bubbly grandchildren, 

Rita, Shweta, Nishanth and Sablu had 
come to visit their grandmother who lived 
‘ita historical village on the banks of the 
river Cauvery. They enjoyed the change 
from the city atmosphere and their 

routine lives, 
Thevillage had some reall 











inter- 
see — ruined 
6, old mansions and palaces, 
lotus and lily ponds. Sometimes, 
the children went for refreshing dips 
In the Cauvery, 

Grandmother showered them 
ith affection. She made all sorts 
of traditional delicacies with so 
much loveand care, that the children 

could not ask for more. 


“ 
What ice, recey 


evening,” Sablu exclaimed, 








esting places to 

















STORIES FROM OUR READERS 





hugging grandmother from the back. 









“Grandmal” exclaimed Nishanth, 
“We saw a funny thing in one of the 
rooms of that old mansion. Itwas a 
bird cage without: a door! It looks as 
fsomeone had broken openthecage... 
‘The lock still hangs on it. 

“And none of the windows had 
shutters on them," said Rita, “It was 
a really big room, It wae funny, 
because all the other rooms had 
heavy iron shutters that were fas- 
tened properly.” 

“Iwishitwasmy 
room, sald 
Shwetha longingly 
Shehad always fan 


must have visited Madhuri Palace 
then. The room you saw belonged to 
little Madhuri who lived there years 
ago. Thecage belonged toKadambar, 
her nightingale,” 

‘Oh, grandmal” cried the children, 
“Do tell us what happened to Madhuri 
Why did she keop her room that way? 
Why is the door of that bird cag: 
broken?” 


“Tell you what,” said grandma, 
“You four eat your dinner and go to 
bed. And Il tell you Madhur's story 
then.” 


The tour chen ate thee ane 
ner quickly, washed, changed thelr 
clothes, and leapt into bed. 
“Grandma,” shouted Nishanth, 


are in bed” 

“And we are waiting for you," 
cried Shweta. 

Grandma came into their rooms, 
smiling. She began the story of 
Madhuri, the little girl, who learnt 
what It was to be free, 


Bopardaswasarichmerchant. 
He had a huge mansion, many ser- 
vants,riches..but he had no children, 
Being a God:fearing man, he prayed 
toall the deities he knew. And fifteen 
years later, his wife gave birth to a 
cherubic baby girl. The delighted 
parents called her Madhuri 

Madhuri was brought up like a 
princess. She wasasweet-natured girl, 
too. She sang very well, and played 
many instruments, 

Once, when eleven-year-old 
‘Madhuri was strolling about in her 
garden, she heard a very melodious 
bird song, She ran in crying, "Papal 
What'sthatbirdi It singsso sweetly 

“It's the nightingale, my prin- 
cess," replied the fond papa. And 
he had the poor bird caught, put it in 
a cage, and presented it to his beloved 
daughter: 











adhuri was delighted. She 
called her bird Kadambari,. She fed 
the little bird peaches, apricot, apples, 
cashew and many other delicacies. 

“ican listen tothe bird sing inmy 
‘own room now,” she thought hap- 
pily. 

But alas! The bird, caged now, 
never sang. 

“Ungrateful creature, "sighed 

‘Madhuri, give yousuch nicethings, 
yet you never sing for met" 


Dre yeas voted by, Madhuri 
grew intoa beautiful maiden, Fame of 
her beauty, her good nature, and her 
sweet voice spread far and wide, It 
even reached the ears of the prince of 
that country. 

He said, “I must marry this beau- 
tiful gir.” 

So, he approached Gopal Das, 
and told him, “I wish to wed your 
daughter, 

“Wellsir. said Gopal Das, "My 
daughter is only sixteen years old, and 
have no wish to marry her off right 
now,” 

“Is that sol” cried the prince, "So 
you dare oppose me! I'll show yo 





the mansion and 
carried away a 
struggling 
Madhuri. 

He impris- 
onedherinabeau- 
tiful palace and 
ave her all sorts 
of presents, 


“Now sing me asong,”” he 
said 

‘Madhuri could hardly open 
hermouth, Her throat wasdry, 
and all she could think of was 
her home and her family. 

“You ungrateful girl!’ 
shouted the prinee. “I've given 
you priceless jewellery, beauli- 
ful clothes and all that your 
heart could desire, Sing!" 

But Madhuri remained si- 
lent. 

" Gobacktowhereyoucame 
from!" shouted the furious 
prince, 


Dis was eat wat 
Madhuri had been been wait- 
ing for. She ran out of the 
beautiful palace that had been 
her prison. She ran through 
fields, forests, villages and 
towns, till she reached her fa- 
ther's mansion on the banks of 
the Cauvery. 

Her family was overjoyed 
to sce her, But Madhuri had 
only one thought. Her poor nightin: 
gale, She ran upto her room, 

‘There sat the poor bird, in the cage 
Madhuri had shut it in, 


adhuri broke open the cage 
door and set it fre. 

"Forgive me, Kadambari, * she 
whispered, “I am sorry. My win- 
dows will remain open for you al- 
ways. When you feel like visiting me, 
you can fly in through them, and 
safely fly out, too.’” 

The bird fluttered its wings and 
flew into the air. The next morning, 
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Madhuri was woken up by a sweet 
song. It was Kadambaril 


7 
AF rom then on, people wash- 
ing fer clothes or taking ther baths 
inthe Cauvery, heard two volcessing- 
ing through the open windows of the 
mansion, 


“And that's the story,” said 
grandma, ‘Did you like 18?" 
“Yes, grandma,” whispered four 
sleepy volces, 
R. Vidya, Thanjavur. 
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nervous tension 

There was a distinguished 
‘Anglican Clergyman who used 
toteach, inthe 1 9thcentury. He 
made so many slips of the 
tongue, that his name has e 
found its way into t 
nary! 











Spoonerism — a lapsus lin- 
caused by 


‘accidental 


quae 





worpy worps: 


transposition of 





sounds in two or 
more words in a 
phrase’, says the 


dictionary. The term 
is taken from the 
name of the ner 
vous clergyman, 
he Rev. William 
If} Archibald Spooner, 





who was born in 1844. 
When spooner was the 
of New College, Oxford 
ty, Ne is said to have 
ed a student saying, “I 
fraid your progress reports 
tory. For that 
1 feel that you have tasted 
wo worms. You can leave Ox- 
by the town-draint 
Sounds strange? What 
Spooner actually meantwas that 
























two terms. And that he could 
leave Oxford by the down train! 


Spooner ‘was solemnising a 
marriage. Maybe the bride- 
groom was a bit timid, for 
Spooner appears to have said, 
“t's kistomary (for customary) to 
uss (for kiss) the bride.” 

Some other Spoonerisms he 
committed were — 

“You have hissed (for missed) 
all mystery (for history) lectures.” 

“Idid notbook (for bring) the 
brings (for books.” 

“Sew (show) the ladies to 
their sheets (for seats.” 


You can reverse such st 
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lables intentionally, to create a 
comic effecttoo. Canyou guess 
what these sentences actually 
mean? 

“| received a blushing crow 
on my head.” 

“Awell boiled icicle...” 

‘Our queer old dean 

No? The above sentences 
actually say, “I received a crush- 
ing blow on my head.” 

“Awell oiled bicycle, 

“Our dear old queen...” 

Now, put on your thinking 
caps... Can you create such 
clever ‘blunders’ too? 


‘S. RAMAMURTI 


FUNNY FET 


his happened when my 

] sister was seven years 

old, and! was nine. We 

had gone to visit our grand- 
parents for the summer. 

Iwas a naughty boy. My 

grandpa found my mischief 

amusing. But grandma was 





not so amused. She preferred 
my sister's company, since she 
was docile and well-mannered. 


nce, my sister made a 
garland and put it around 
the idol of Lord Krishna. Pleas- 


GARLANDED 


ed, my grandma said, “What 
a nice gesture! You're a good 
girl!” 

Ifeltjealous. !too wanted to be 
praised. One day, when my 
grandparents had gone out, got 
the chance todo what! wanted. 

| plucked all the flowers in 


our garden. With my sister's 
help, | wove them into the most 
beautiful garland ever. 

Then, | placed this garland 
around a photograph of my 
grandpa. We even lit two 
agarbattis* betore the photo, 


pee ene, 





1 
Tourist : A lot of important J 
men were born in my city 
How many were born in you 








town? 1 


Shalini: Well... Idon'tknow. 
But a lot of babies were bort 
here. 











and smeared it with a tilak of 
red kumkum.* 


s soon as they returned, 

grandma saw that all 
the flowers in the garden had 
been plucked, Annoyed, she 
began scolding me. 


| was silent. | was sure 
she'd praise me, once she saw 
what I had done inside. 


My grandpa had already 
entered the house. He saw 
his garlanded photo, and 
began to laugh. Grandma 


rushed in, closely followed by 











C 
4 






Yen 


St stopped when she 
saw the photo, Her face 
She grabbed the 
garland and threw it to the 


changed 


ground. She plucked the 
agarbattis from their stand and 
broke them. She rubbed off 
the tilak with her sari pallu. 

She scolded us so badly, 
that I felt like crying. Grandpa 
made soothing noises and 
took us out into the garden. 

Seeing my crestfallen face, 
grandpa said, “A garland and 
tilakare put only on the photos 
of departed souls.” 

Then, he began to laugh 
till tears came to his eyes. By 
now, we too had lost our fright. 
We laughed too, at our own 
foolishness. 


J. Kalyan, aged 11, 
Rourkela - 769 014. 
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es ANAL STORY 


The first light ‘ul. 
cS) ofthedawntouch-  Thisstillness was suddenly 


edthetalltreesof broken by a harsh sound. 
the forest. The Chop, chop! Chop, chop! 
birds of the forest were awak- 
ened by the shrill cry of the 
jungle cock. The morning sun 





It was the sound 
of axes thudding 


glowed at the birds as they Sane 
hopped from branch tobranch. bee Reo 
invaded the forest. 


A cool breeze rustled 
through the leaves ofthe trees, 
went about 

All 





After the trees were felled, 
the men began cutting off 
the branches, and 

ging the trunks 
way. They bundl- 





their busine: 
was calm 








ed the branches and took them HOW 


too. » | 

Theshocked birds watch- pe 
ed in silence. ; 

ee eas PROTEC 
day too. And day after day, a 
they cut more trees, Soon, THEIR 


a whole area of the forest FORESTS 
q 












was cleai 
The birds stopped sing- 
ing, the bees stopped hum- 
ming, and even the butter- 
flies stopped flying from tree Soon, all the 
Sees is heanbe birds gottogether 

on the branches of 
ahugebanyan tree 


and began to dis- 
cuss the problem. 






sad, desolate place. 































ah-laht” 
med the 
parakeet, “How 
they’re cutting 
down our beauti- 
ful trees! Itbrings 

s to my 








y-keeky- 

, kok- 

A 7 kok-kok!" yelled 

5 \ IANS themynah,“Ican't 
aN NWF imaxineanything 
USM more brutal than 

Y this killing! The 

trees provide us 

with food — 


V WAS soods, wild 























FS 


o—< 
f Seen, pateelah, 


rateelah!” chirped the 
partridge, sitting on a 
low branch. “They pro- 
vide us with shelter 
too. Branches and 

are our nesting 








jroo-gu: 
led the dove 
ting on h 
her nest 
happen to our young 
ones?” 








“Tuk-tok-torrock!” 
cried the old owl, sit- 
ting a hollow of the 
Men don't know 
xing their own 
e looked at 
the birds with his 
bigsolemn-looking 
es. “They are de- 
stroying the 

good earth 

Without trees, > 
the top soil will 
be washed awa} 

























| 


, And how we all — men, 
animalsand birds depend 
on soil 

“Kuk-ka, kurra-kuck!” 
cackled the jungle cock, 
fluttering his wings. “We 
should ask the men not to fell 
trees.” 
“Lknow the men well,” said 
the timid dove, “Our pleas will 














“Kok-kok!"rose the peacock, 
with his head high. “Men con- 
sider the for heirs only. 
But the forest is ours tool” 
ied the birds in 
forest is ours! 
‘The forest is ours!” 

“We need to save our trees,” 
warned the old owl, “Bach of 
us must do something to pro- 
tect them,” 












The birds looked 
ateach other, The 
parakeet was the 





“People don't have 
the habit of planting trees,” 
saidhe. “I'l sw: 








guavas and berries and drop 
the seeds on the ground. 
They'll grow into new plants.” 

“Tl eat the fruits and throw 
away the seeds, too, helping 
our forest to spread,” said 
green-pigeon. 

“Baby plants must not be 
over-crowded,” cautioned the 
wise owl, “Do scatter the nuts 
andseeds far and wide, to help 
the young plants grow into 
strong trees.” 

“Plants need care,” said the 
hornbill, “With my heavy beak, 
I shall turn the soil over and 
over again, to let in light, air 
and water to the roots of the 
trees.” 


“Grass and 
weeds harm the 
growth ofplants,” 
saidthedove. “Til 
feedon the seeds 
of grass and weeds to keep 
down their numbers.” 





“Grasshoppers, caterpil- 
lars and grubs eat up the 




























leaves and stalks of fresh 
green plants,” said the my- 
nah, “I shall eat them to 
save our trees from their 
hungry mouths 

A partridge was sitting 
on a low branch. He dived 
on the ground and was back 











on this perch with 
awormin his bill. 

“Tl feed on 

termites and 
ground- 
dwelling in- 
sects,” de- 
clared he, 
ps joyfully. 





“Ku-00-00,, Ku-oo!” 
alled the cuckoo, 
sweetly, “I shall feed 
on the tree-hoppers, 
butterflies and 
caterpillars!” 


pecker tapped 
the bark of a 
nearby tree, 
“I’m more con- 
cerned with 









the grub and 
in the tree tru They 
bore the trunks causing 
danger to our trees, I shall 
make holes in the trees 
with my long strong beak, 
and eat them.” 


ase 


ects hiding 
ks. 








“Plants and trees 
have many en- 
emies,” said the 
owl, “Field rats and 
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mice destroy the roots of 





the trees. I shall feed on 
them.” 

“I'm the most vigilant 
bird in the forest,” declared 





the peacock, taking up a 
commanding position on a 
high branch. “My sharp 
eyes miss nothing. Sitting 
on the top-most bough, I 








shall keep a sharp look-out 
over the forest for the 
intruders, and warn you.” 

As we all know, from that 
day, the birds are working 
hard to protect their for- 
ests, while men continue to 
fell trees heedlessly. 


SUKHENDU DUTTA 









































“HEY, WAKE UP... 
whar’Dip | D03 














‘66 J\ffanisha, don’t pluck those flow- 

Men grandmother said, as 
Manisha went round the garden, idly 
plucking flowers. Grandfather came 
‘out just then. ‘Manisha, don’t be 


’ 


naughty,"*he scolded gently 
Manisha sat down on the front 
steps of the house and put her chin in 
her hands, 
‘Tam feeling so bored,” she de- 
clared. “Ihave no one to play with.” 
Manisha had come to her 
‘grandparents’house to spend hersum- 
mer holidays. She had no brothers or 
sisters. She didnot know anyone inthe 









neighbourhood. She felt bored, play- 
ing all by herself. 

Grandfather thoughthard. Thenhe 
said, “Thave an idea, Manisha come 
here."* 

Manisharan towardsher grandfa- 
ther. He tookher tothe back partof the 
garden which was empty. 

““There!Grandmotherhasnotused 
this part. You can use it to grow 
something. It will keep you busy and 
you will enjoy seeing your plants 
grow 





Moarisia tetrescted, 


"Granddad! I want to grow some 
tomatoes here!” she said eagerly. 

“Very well. Ishall buy you some 
tomatoseeds,” grandfather said, smil- 
ing ather. 

Manishaand her grandfather spent 
the entire evening clearing up weeds. 
It was a hot day. Manisha wiped her 
brow. as she put down her spade. She 
felt very busy and happy. 

‘The next morning, grandfather 
showed her how to dig up the soil and 
plant the seeds in tiny rows. He also 
bought her a little watering can, 
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Manisha planted her seeds and wa- 


tered them carefully. 
‘The next few days, she was in her 
ard 


sprung up. 

called outtoher grandfather. Heeame 

running out to look. 
“Great, Manisha 


Manish ana ter 


herwatchedeagerly 


heexelaimed, 








ichday,as toreshootseameup, The 
tomato plants grew bigger and 
bigger. Then one day, somethingawful 
happened. Manisha left the back gate 
‘open and some goats eame in. 
‘They ran all over Manisha’s to 
mato patch, Manisha burst into tears, 
“Don’t cry dear,’ grandfather 
soothed, “We shall try again!" 
No," Manisha sobbed, “I don’t 


want to havea gurden again. I worked 
so hard and now the goats have de- 


almostallthe time. One morn- 
ing, she discovered a tiny shoot had 
he gave a yell of joy and 


STORY 


Grandmother patted hershoulder 
“Look here Manisha! I have such 
Jovely garden, Doyou know howhard 

Thave worked to make it so?"" 


"Yes," grandfather said, “1 re~ 


aand destroyed all grandmother's rose 
plants. But she did not give up. She 
planted themthemalloveragain, She 
‘watched over them, and chased away 
the boys when they came again.”” 

‘Manisha wiped her cheeks. 

“*T shall plant some tomato seeds 
again,”" she declared. 


Maris planed seeds again 
She watered them, and tended tothem 
carefully. She took caretosee that the 
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‘goats did not get inside. 

‘One morning, when she ran into 
her garden, she saw a small green 
tomato on one of the plants. Her 
‘grandparents were very glad indeed 
‘Soon there wasa lovely crop of toma: 
toes. 





Murisha's summer hotidays 
‘came to an end. One morning, her 
mother came to take her back home. 
She was surprised and pleased to see 
Manisha’ tomato patch. 

“Oh dear!I shall have to leave my 
garden when I go back home, 
Manisha said sadly. 

“Never mind,” said Grandfa- 
ther, “I shall look after it. You must. 









“Oh yes! I will! Thank you 
granddad!"” Manishasaid happily. As 
Manisha and her mother were leaving, 
grandfather called out to her. 

He had aflower pot in his hand. In 
it, was a rose plant. 

“You must take this with you. 
Water it and look after it carefully 
When you come back, we will grow 
some flowering plants in your garden, 
okay?” 

Manisha hugged her grandfather, 
“Thank you granddad! I can hardly 
‘wait to come again 

‘And Manisha knew that she would 
never be bored again 
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Mofyouknowwhatanatlas 
It plays an important 
le in your history and 


geography classes. It is a book 
fullofmapsand places; but there 
is much more to it 

Actually, the word ATLAS 
comes from the Greek language. 
In Greek mythology, Atlas wasa 
great hero, one of the Titans, 
who were known for their enor- 
mous size and strength. The 
Titans rebelled against the king 
of Gods, Zeus, Zeus was furious, 








and condemned Atlas to hold up 
the heavens on his shoulders for 
eternity; the giant acted as a 
pillar between the Earth and 
the Sky. 


fercator, a 16th century 

srman cartographer pub- 
lished his collection ofmaps. On 
the title page he depicted the 
figure of Atlas with the world on 
his back, and the name stuck. A 
bookcontainingmapsofthe world 
and all the countries came to be 





THE 


STORY. 


OF 
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‘known as an ‘atlas’ thereafter. 


hereis another interersting 

story too. You might have 
heardofthegreat Atlasmountain 
ranges of North Africa. These 
ranges run through Morocco, 
Algeria and Tunisia for a dis- 

















tance of about 2,400 kms. They 
gottheirnamebecause they were 
so lofty and appeared to touch 
the heavens. But long ago, it 
was believed that Perseus, an- 
other Greek hero, turned Atlas 
into mountainsofstone and rock. 
‘That's why, this legend goes, the 
mountains are called Atlas! 


t now we know that no 
eat muscled man holds up 
theearth. Neither washe turned 


into a mountain by the legend- 
ary Perseus. But it is interest- 


ing and thrilling to know the 
origin of such words, 

‘The word ‘atlas’ finds appli- 
cation in many other fields. In 
medical terminology, the ver- 
tebra that supports the skull at 
the back of your head is called 
atlas. This is because, when 
you nod your head, the roughly 
globular structure of the skull 
rests on this vertebra. This 





‘Customer: What does the fly at 
the bottom of this cup mean? 

Restaurant Manager:Itmeans 
that the fly did not know how to 


swim, 





N. Saroja, aged 13, 
BEML, th School, 
Kolar. 





reminded physicians and doctors 
of the round world resting on 
Atlas’ shoulders; hence, the 
name. 


I the paper trade, Atlas is a 
standard size ofdrawing paper 
which measures 26 x 34 
inches. The vast Atlantic ocean 
and the beautiful and prosperous 
country of Atlantis, described 
by Plato, are also derived from 
the word ‘atlas’. So you see, 
an ordinary and day-to-day 
word has such an interesting 
and thrilling background be- 
hind it! 

RAMYA SUBRAMANIAM 
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ISTORY 





RUN woke up from his sleep 

sweating and frightened. He 
had had a horrible dream, It was 
as if his best friend Akshit, was 
being robbed and beaten up by 
three men. Arun drank a glass of 
water and tried to fall asleep again. 
But he couldn't, He made up his 
mind to tell Akshit about his dream 
in the morning, Slowly, he fell asleep. 

That morning, he went to 
Akshit's house and told him about 
the dream. All he got in return was 
‘a scornful laugh. 

“Oh, come on Arun, It's just a 
dream,” said Akshit, But Arun was 
still uneasy. 

“Be careful,” hi 





1 said, 





Gore dayrlater, Arun was relax 
ing, at home with a good book, 
when the doorbell rang. It wa 
Akshit. But what a sight he was! 
Drops of blood were trickling from 
his face and legs. His clothes were 
dirty and his hair was messed up. 

cried Arun, “What 








happened? 
There was no answer, Akshit 
just leaned against the door-post, 
weak and frightened. Arun led his, 
friend inside, dressed his wounds, 
and gave him a cup of hot tea, 
Akshit was shaking still, but he 
began, “I was coming to your house 
to ask you to come shopping with 








me. I need some 1 
shorts. I took the lonely side-road 
as a short-cut. Suddenly...” 

Akshit’s breath came out in 
gasps as he remembered the inc 
dent, “Three men stopped me and 
demanded money. I refused. They 
attacked me, took away all the 
cash Thad, and ran away,” 

Arun immediately called up 
Akshit's parents, They were shocked, 

“We'll come there and pick him 
up," they said. 











hat night, in bed, Arun thought 








the day's events. ‘Then 
he slowly fell asleep. This time too, 
e woke up with a jolt, He had 

dreamt that the same three 





were sitting in their hide-out, The 
place seemed faintly familiar to 
Arun, He switched on the light 
jotted down a few points in his di 
ary, and went to sleep again 
next morning, Arun rushed aver to 
Akshit's place, He told his friend 
about his second dream, This time, 
They rushed 
to the nearest police station and 
told the Inspector the whole story, 

“A tall tale!” snorted the Inspec 
tor in disbelief. But when he saw 
that the boys were earnest, he 
agreed to go along with them, 

run removed his diary from 

his pocket, and r 
details he ha 




















‘STORY 
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thieves! We are quite familiar with 
the place!’ 

The culprits were nabbed, 
and Akshit soon got his money 
back. 

‘The next day, city papers re- 

id Arun’s feat and nicknamed 
n ESP* Arun 





zy 


Alt stopped writing and shut 
his diary 

“Arun! Stop writing and come 
out to play," called out Akshit from 
outside 








Akshit came running in. 
“Oh,” he said, “You've writen 
another story! Tcan see that satis- 
fied look on your face.” 

Arun just smiled. 

“Now whose life have you put 
into trouble, Mr. Author?” Akshit 
asked. 

“Three guesses!" Arun grinned. 

He would copy out the story 
neatly on foolscap sheets and post 
it to.@ magazine. Wouldn't Akshit 
be surprised when he read it! 


Arun grinned at the thought. 
C. KRITHIKA 








WHO IS 
Te was summer. In a huge bee LAZY? 


hive on a tall tree, a fierce quarrel fierce, Finally, thebeesand the drones 
was taking place called the wasp to pass judgement 
e will eat the honey,” the 0" Who should eat the honey. 
i 
Why shqufl you?” 
manded, ,"We'll eat the hone} 
The quartel continued, long and 





dro 





hebeesde- __“Well,""said the wasp,’ 





lowcan 
I pass a judgement just like that? L 












TIPS 
TO TOP = Frenvron 


THE CLASS 
[roan 


Aim : To top the class 

Apparatusrequired:Hard- 
work,determination, encourage- 
ment, self-confidence and assis- 
tance from elders. 








STUDY HINTS 
Gokuiam 74 September's4 


















Suggest that you go into two empty 
hives - the bees into one, the drones 
into another. In a week, I'll decide 
who's to have the honey.” 

“No, no!" the drones objected. 
“Judge here and now!” 

“How impatient you are!” the 
‘wasp said, "Very well. [know now, 
who makes the honey. It’s the bees. 
Youdronesdon’tlikedoing thehard 
work. You only like to eat the honey. 
Give them a good hiding, bees. 

And that’s what the bees did. 


) 


Q : What kind of noun is trousers”? 
‘A: Uncommon, because itis singular 
‘on top and plural, at the bottom! 
J. Pramod Kumar, 
Coimbatore, 


Radhika Subramaniam, 

Std VI, 

Nirmala Matriculation School, 
Coimbatore. 





Fromula 
100% hardwork+ encourage- 
ment + motive to study = suc- 
coss, 

Precaution : 

Do not give way to the temp- 


Procedure : 
1. Pay careful attention to tations and distractions that 


what is taught in class. 

2. Do your daily lessons, 

3. Work while you work and 
play while you play. So study 
without being distracted for a 
few hours, and then relax. 

4.Frameatime-tableforyour 
daily lessons. Be regular and 
systematic in your work, 

5. Know every nook and cor- 


come your way 






nerofyourtext books. Domaths as ig Ww 
and algebra sums everyday. ¥ 
Practise makes aman perfect, QS 29uS0W, Soyou reap! 

6. On the eve of examina- Goad luck! Rao, 864.%, 
tions, just relax, and simply go Hd AngefuCoovact 
through your lessons. Mtns, 
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‘SCIENCE FICTION 








Tenadteon rainingnon-stop 
for the past three days. Schools 
had declared a holiday because 
of the weather conditions. 

Ranjith had nothing to do. 
Being an only child, he had no- 
body to play with at home. He 
could not go out and play with 
his friends either. 

He had finished studying for 
his tests, and how much can you 
study anyway? So, Ranjith sat 
and read and re-read his co1 
till he knew their contents by 
heart. 

‘Then he turned to his dad’s 
personal computer — he began 
to play games on it. His father 
was away on an official tour, 
and Ranjith could play to 
his heart's content. 








Hiss mother put 
her head around mh 
door. 

“Be careful, ay 
Ranjith,” she gS 
warned, “You 
know your fa- 
therdoes not 
like you to 
use thE PC for too long.” 


Then, she settled her- 
self on a sofa in the draw- 
ing room, and became en- 
grossed in her novel. 

Ranjith loaded his favourite 
game — The Alien’s Rage. He 
loved this game, and had be- 
come an expert at tackling the 
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wi 


aliens and destroying the pass- 
ing space-crafts. He could easily 
score upto 30,000! 


Raanjith wasexcitedly press- 
ing the keys, and getting the 
better of the laser gun-armed 
aliens, when he suddenly heard 
a peculiar beep. 

The PC screen glowed with a 
strange light — a bright light 
that was orange and yellow in 
colour. 

Then, an incredible thing 
happened. An alien put out its 
hefty hand out of the PC screen, 
and took a shot at Ranjith, with 












acrayon-like laser gun. Ranjith 
could do nothing. Not even 
scream! He just sat there 
numbed. He could feel himself 
shrinking. 

The alien gently pulled 
Ranjith into the PC monitor. So, 
there our boy was, standing ina 
strange orange-coloured land, 
surrounded by all those crea- 
tures, They were one-eyed crea 
tures, with strong hefty limbs. 


“Welcome to Yorpland!” 
said one alien stepping forward. 
This alien looked a little bet- 






ter than the others — he looked 
stronger and taller. 

“W-where am I?” Ranjith 
stammered, “Who are you? Take 
me home!” 

“You are in Yorpland,” the 
alien said, “And Iam the chief of 
the Yorplings. You are ourspeci- 
men.” 

“Specimen?” exclaimed 
Ranjith, “What specimen?” 

“We have come from our 
planet on a.collecting spree. We 
go to each planet and galaxy 
collecting specimens from them 
forthe Yorpland museum, You'll 
holdaprideofplace there. Aren't 
you happy?” 


Ranjith was cer- 
tainly not happy. 

“To Yorpland?" he 
asked slowly, “Isitfar 
away?” 

“We're only a few 
hundred thousand 
miles away from 
Earth,” the chief 
smiled. 

“Well,” Ranjith 
said hesitantly, “Why 
did you choose me? 
There are bigger healthier hu- 
mans...” 

“We like you little fellow!” 
the Yorpling boomed. 
“But... please... I want 





“You can't,” the chief 
replied, “You are ours.” 





“Jewels?” 
asked the chief, 
“What are they? We 
don't want them.” 
“Till give you money...” 
“What'smoney?" asked 
the chief, 
“Tligiveyoufreshjuicy 
fruits like you've never 
tasted in your lives," 
Ranjith pleaded, 
“What do you mean tasted?” 
asked the chief, “Are there dif- 
ferent tastes? We have nothing 
but tasteless hard Nogras to eat. 
What are these you speak of?” 
“Well,” Ranjith drew a long 
breath and began to explain, 
“Fruits grow on trees, Trees are 
big wooden species that have 
green feather-like leaves on 
them. They bear fruits which 
“Tllgiveyoumy mother'sjew- are first green and sour, but 
els,” Ranjith was on the verge of which ripen into sweet, yellow 
tears, “Take me back home.” —_ and juicy eatables...” 





Gotten 78 September 4 




















SCIENCE FICTION 








The Yorpling chief was ex- 
cited 

“Where are these trees?" he 
asked, “Take me there.” 

“They are all over the earth, 
chief, said Ranjith, much bolder 
now, “It's only because they are 
thero, that we earthlings live.” 

“Is that so?” asked the chief, 
“We don't have such things on 
our planet,” 

“Help me land and I'l show 
you,” Ranjith replied, 

‘The next moment, Ranjith 
was back on Earth, wet slushy 
ground beneath his feet, It was 
drizzling, and the sky was dark 
and cloudy. 

Ranjith looked around him, 
and realized that he was in the 
backyard of Murali's house, a 
fow doors away from his. 








A huge mango tree stood, 
spreading its branches wid 

“There is the tree,” Ranjith 
pointed. 

The Yorpling chief was so 
excited, thathetrembled all over. 
He pointed his laser gun at the 
tree, The tree immediately 
shrank to the size ofa flower pot. 

“Thanks a lot," the Yorpling 
chief vanished with his precious 
specimen. 

Ranjith sighed. He realized 
that he'd been trembling too. 

He walked back home rang 
the door bell 





His surprised mother 
opened the door. 

“Where did you go?” she de- 
manded, “I thought you were 
playing on the PC." 

“Iwas, mummy,” Ranjith be- 
gan, and told his mother about 
his adventure, 

When he finished, hismother 
smiled. 

“know you're bored coped 
up in the house, Ranjith,” she 
said. “Ifyou want company, I'l 
drop you at Anant’s place, and 
pick you up in the evening. But 
don't go playing in the rain and 
give meatall tale for anexcuse.” 

Ranjith didnot say anything. 


On their way to Anant’s 
place, they had to pass Mural’s 
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Teacher : Hurry up! Hurry up! 
Harl : (standing) Yes, sir! 
‘Teacher  Whyareyoustanding? 
Harl + You said, ‘Hari up? 
Haresh Anand, aged 8, 
Madras - 600 014. 





‘Amit : How does an elephant 
climb a tree? 
‘Abu : I don't know... 
Amit : That's simple, It sits on a 
seed and waits, 

©, Bharath Jadhav, aged 14, 

Bangalore - 560 003. 

Ravi 1 Hello, postman! Why 
you unhappy? 
Postman | Ohl J have to carry 
these leHers three miles 
Ravi 1 Why dow 
them? 








ryday! 





you just post 


N. Deepa, aged 16, 
Trichy - 620 026. 


backyard. 
“Mummy, stop!” Ranjith 
cried. 


She stopped the car. 

“Remember thathugemango 
tree that used to be here?” 
Ranjith asked her. 

Frowning, Ranjith's mother 
nodded. 

“Well, where is it now?” 

His mother turned her 
puzzled face to Ranjith and said, 
“Oh, yes. [saw itjust this morn. 
ing on my way to get the milk...” 
Suddenly she realized what she 
had said, and gasped, “The 
Yorplings!” 





USHA SRIKUMAR 
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VIEWPOINT 


Dear Editor, 

GT completely agree with T.R. 
Sriprasanna (June issue). Only a few 
children respect the National Anthem 
nowadays. In some schools, the 


children who know the anthem are 
sased by children who do not know it. 
joody goody irl!” they are teased, 
Isn't it ‘shameful? 
Naman Baliga,aged 12, 
Bangalore 560041. 


Dear Editor, 
@ Nowadays, people drive vebi 
very rashly. Accidents occur easily 
Everyday, there is at least one 
aragraph’ in the newspaper about 
fomeracident o other, 
‘Whyean'tpeopledriveaiittleearefully? 
M.R.Geethakannan, aged 12, 
‘Salem-636 001, 
Dear Buditor 
(9 T completely agree with Aarthi 
Sothuraman (August issue). Beauty 
contesthareawasteoftimeandmoncy. 
Of course, Sushmita Sen is beautiful 
Butthore are so many beautiful peopl 
in this world who do not joi 
contests 


Dear Editor, 
Ido not agree with C. Arvind ( 
issue), Some men think 
that women are 
meanttositathome 
‘These men have to 
open their eyes 
fand see that the 
modern woman 
has taken many 
giant steps for- 
ward. 
Sangeeta 

Dutta,aged 14, 

Calcutta 700 


Dear Editor, 
(0) According to many men, cooking, 
‘washing, cleaning and looking after 
children’ are all women's jobs. Why 

can't men do them? 
Manjiri Mahajan, aged 16, 
Kolhapur 416 001, 


This issue has evoked an outraged 
response from many readers, Letters 
still pour in from boys and girls, who 
tell us what they think of ‘male 
chauvinism, 

Tn today’s world, both men and women 
look for equal’ opportunities. They 
compte indifferent filds for different 
jobs. 

‘The traditional role models of a 
husband being the bread-earner and 
the wife looking after the home, have 
broken down. So it is time we broke 
barriers in our thought process too 
Lt us face it. No job ts too litte to be 
done by a man, and no job in wo great, 
that a woman can’t handle it 
Readers, let's not flog this issue 
anymore. Looking forward to. some 
new interesting viewpoints! Ed. 








You know now why it is 
so important that you read 
regularly*. Buthow exactly 





TO BECOME A 


BOOKWORM! 


do you cultivate this habit? 
Whatbooks do you read**? 
You cannot beginto read 
regularly just like that! You'll 
find yourself becoming 
restless, thinking of more 
exciting things to 
do. Twodays 
later, you'll 
find yourself, 
‘once again, 
not reading 
at all. 






















Here are some tips to 
develop the habit of reading 
for fun everyday. 

1. Reading should be relax: 
ing. Since itisa different kind 
of reading from school 


TELE ME 
THIS STORY 












textbooks (that's studying!), 
you should enjoy it. So allot 
about half an hour for it 
everyday. Keep aside the time 
of the day you are relaxed — 
say bed-time. 

2, Pick up a book you really 
like. Do not pick a book that 
everyone else has read, just 
for the sake of it. You should 


‘COVER STORY 
want to read the book. It 
should not seem like a chore. 

3. To begin with, pick up 
quick-reads. That is, smaller, 
thinner books with more pic- 
tures. You may begin with 
comics, but you should soon 
move on to other books too. 

4, Ifyoufind yourself think- 
ing about other things and not 


really reading, close the book. 
Make it a point to return to 
the book when you are in the 
mood for it. 

5, Take time to look at more 
books at the library, Don'tjust 
pick up what you want and 


run. Looking around at 
random might just unearth a 
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FT gre 2te some pointers as 
towhat books to choose 
as a beginner reader. 

1. Comics are a good starting 
point. 

2. You can move along to 
fairy tales and such easy to read 
books. 

3. The condensed stories of 
great classics are easy to read 


different but interesting book 
Such different books will 
refresh your mind. 

6. Remember 





Books to Read 











too. These are freely available in 
‘any book shop orlibrary. Authors 
to choose from include R.L. 

Stevenson, Jane Austen, George 
Eliot, Captain Marryat, Loisa May 
Alcott, etc. 

4. If you do not know what 
book to choose, always ask the 
librarian or the bookseller. They'll 
be able to help you choose. 


that you are reading for 
entertainment, just like you 
watch TV. So you can reduce 
half-an-hour of TV. watching 
and set it aside for reading. 
7. Spot the 
book-loversin 
your class 
oryourneigh- 

























MIND BENDER, 


‘O' Luz 

All the answers to these 
questions begin with the 
letter ‘O”. 

1. The world famous, and 
so the oldest university in 
England. 

2. The study of bones. 

3. A well known American 
Film Award. 

4. Canada’s capital city. 

5. Asea animal, which has a 
soft body and eight legs. 

6. From which fruit is 
marmalade made? 

7. The most important 
[clement for living beings stay to 
a live. 

8. In which play of Shakes- 
peare’s does Desdemona come 
jin? 





























bourhood. They may read 
more than you, but will be 
interesting to talk to. Share 
your ideas and opinions about 
the latest book you've read. 
You'll surely get some point- 
ers from them as to what to 
read. 

8. Tell the story ofthe book 
you've read to your sister or 
brother. This will help them 
cultivatethe reading habit too. 
And you might just turn out to 
be a master story-teller! 

You might have to try 





M.ABBAS MANTHIRI 





Answers below 



















OTISHLO 8 


and try again, like the NADAXO ‘L 
spider spinning its web in SONVUO "9 
the legend of King Bruce. Sd0L90 ¢ 
But once you get into the VMVLLO'F 
reading habit, you'll find HVOSO'E 
that you are never lonely ADO'IONLSO % 
again. Books will remain duoaxo ‘T 


your friends forever! SUaMSNV 


- SANDY 
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from school. 


Mama asked Brother to show 
her his school bag. She wanted 
to see what was written in his. 
school diary, Big Sister Undir 
‘was a rather responsible mouse, 
and did not need much supervi- 
in, Brother Undir, however, 
id need checking now and then. 
Mama Undir opened Broth- 
er’s bag. What a shock she got! 
There were two bundles of dirty 
socks right on top! Some stones 
and bits of stick and grass, were 
sticking out from between his 
books. As she pulled out Broth- 
er’s books, Mama saw sand, a 
broken pencil, several bits of 
torn paper and even his old 








toothbrush! 
Brother grabbed 
the bits of paper. 
“This was sup- 
posed to be a note 
from teacher for 
Papa and you,” 
said Brother shamefacedly. 

“What is the meaning of all 
this?” Mama asked, “And how 
am I going to read what's writ- 
ten?” 

Brother tried to piece the bits 
together but could not. Mama 
did. And what do you think the 
note said? 


BO 


“Dear 
Parent, 

Brother 
Undir has 
been com- 
ing to 
school with 
very dirty shoes, He also does not 
wear his socks sometimes. 
Kindly ensure that he is dressed 
as per the school uniform, 





Yours faithfully, 
Miss Tara.” 


Pe: Brother! 


“Well, what have you to say 
forall this? asked Mama Undir, 

“The other day I couldn't find 
my clean new pair of shoes. So I 
wore my old torn pair. I forgot 
toclean them, Mama. I promise 
not to let this happen again! T 
really promise!” 

Sister Undir was watching all 
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this. 

“But what happened to your 
regular pair of shoes?” she 
asked, 

“I don’t know!” confessed 
Brother. He had obviously lost 
them, 

“And your dirty socks are 





stuffed into you 
school bag. Aren't you 
supposed to put them with 

the washing?” asked Mama, a 
little cross by now. 

“Will you check Brother's 
books and tell me if there is any- 
thing else I should know?" 
Mama asked Sister, 
lo Sister Undir began to 
heck Brother's bag. 

“Let's take a look at your 
Maths notebooks,” she said. 


“What's this? You seem to have 
done some English homework at 
the back of your Maths test 





STORIES FOR YOUNG READERS 


notebook! Isn't your teacher go- 
ing to scold you?” 

“Please don’t tell Mama,” 
begged Brother. “Til copy it over 
in my English homework note- 
book.” 

“Well, you had better hurry! 
Or Mama and your English 









teacher, and your Maths 
teacher, are all going to be mad 
at you! 

So Brother sat down to copy 
out his English homework in the 
correct notebook, 

“I might as well have done it 
right the first time! Every one 
else does their homework once, 
while Ihave to do it twice!” mut- 
tered Brother. 

“Quite a dumb thing to do!” 
scolded Sister. 
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“You don't have to rub it in! I 
know now!” replied Brother. 

“Let me check out your bag,” 
said Sister. 

he socks were removed. 
The stones thrown out. 

“What on earth do you do 
with this old toothbrush in your 
bag?” asked Sister. 

“T tease the mouse who sits 
at the desk in front of me! I rub 
the brush on his neck when he's 
not looking!” giggled Brother, 
“And go far, teacher hasn't found 
out!” 

“I can see another note co 
ing from teacher!” warned Si: 
ter. 

Soon Sister finished checking 
out Brother's bag. She showed 
Mama all that she had found 
She also told Mama that the bag 
did not have Brother's school 
diary, Most of the notebooks had 
scribbling at the back. The text 
books were all dog-eared. 

“Young lad, you are going to 
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oneatth 
do You do with this 
OLD Tost BRUSH? 


have to mend your ways. Messy 
work is a sign of a messy mind! 
Surely you don’t want that!”said 
Mama 

Brother promised to be 
neater and cleaner. He set about 
looking for his shoes and miss- 
ing school diary. By this time 
Papa Undir was back home. 

66 ho put Brother's 

school diary with my 
files yesterday?” asked Papa in 
a loud voice. “My secretary 
found it and everyone had a 
good laugh at office reading all 
the scribbled stuff? 

Brother was very embar- 
rassed! But at least he had 
found his diary. 

“L think I did it by mistake, 
Papa, I was doing my homework 
‘at your table and I must have 
left it behind.” 

Papa pulled out the diary and 
showed it to Mama Undir, Apart 
from the scribbling, it also had 
an ugly and fierce - looking draw- 
ing of the PT teacher! Sister 

















( Sy 
> 


thought it was very funny and 
began to giggle. But Papa was 
not pleased, 

“Is this what you do at 
school?” he asked. 

“The PT teacher is very mean, 
Papa, He scolds us all the time 
for not wearing clean canvas 
shoes!” 

“Aa-haal So y dirty 
shoes to school, is it?” asked 
Papa, So out came the story of 
the torn note, the missing shoes 
and Brother's messy habits. 

“And just look at Brother's 
white school shirt! What have 
you done to the sleeves?” asked 
Mama Undir, 

“He wipes his sweaty face on 
the sleeves!” replied Sister. 

‘There were brown lines of dirt 
having been wiped off on both 
Brother's shirts 

“Lot's of us do that at school, 
Mama,” Brother tried to ex- 
plain, 

“No wonder it's so hard to get 
your shirts clean!” complained 
Mama, 

“Til try and stop it,” promised 
Brother. He did not want any 
more trouble! 

“No dinner for Brother until 
he finds his shoes,” announced 
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Papa Undir. 
© the hunt for the missing 
shoes began. Brother sear- 

ched everywhere in the tree 

house. Under the beds, under 
tables and chairs, behind the 
cupboard. But he had no luck, 

Poor Brother was close to 
tears! 
can't go to school tomor- 
row!” he wailed. 

“And no dinner for you to- 
night!” teased Sister, 

Mama asked Sister Undir to 
set the table for dinner while 
Brother continued his search. 
Sister and Brother took turns at 
setting the table and helping in 
the clearing up. But today it was 
all Sister's responsibility. So on 
the dining table, she put four 
plates, four glasses and four 
bowls. ‘Then she went to the re- 
frigerator to fetch some water to 
drink. But there was no cold 
waiter there! 

“What shall I do Mama?" she 
asked, 

“Just get some ice out of the 
freezer. I know Papa and you 
prefer to drink chilled water.” 





0 Sister opened the freezer. 
And what a shock she got! 
There were Brother's new can- 
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vas shoes! At first she hardly be- 
lieved what she saw. But she 
yelled out to Brother saying, 
“Brother come here quick! If 
what I'm seeing is really true, 
you can indeed join us for din- 
ner!” 

At first Brother did not un- 
derstand what Sister meant, 
But when he saw her near the 
refrigerator with his pair of fro- 
zen shoes, he understood. 

“Oh no! I completely forgot! 
So that’s where they were all 
this time!” said Brother rushing 
to grab the pair from Sister’s 
hands, 

“Should I tell Mama?” teased 
Sister. 

“Please don't! Please! I'm in 
enough trouble already!” 


pleaded Brother. 

“What will you give me in re- 
turn?” asked Sister. 

“I promise to do your part of 
the helping at home!” replied 
Brother. 

“For how long?” asked Sister. 

“How about a week?” said 
Brother. 

“Make it two weeks and I 
won't tell,” Sister bargained, 

“Well okay! Idon’t have much 
of a choice in any case!” mut- 
tered Brother. Ifonly he had not, 

so careless and messy! 
ust then Papa Undir came 
to the refrigerator. He saw 
the frozen shoes and looked at 
Brother! Sister did not have to 
say anything! Brother began to 
ery! 





“I won't put shoes in the 
fridge again, I promise!” he said. 

“I think this needs an expla- 
nation, young fellow!” said Papa 
sternly. 

“It sure does,” agreed Mam: 

Sister giggled. Papa Undir 
enced her. 

“It's like this,” began Brother. 
“L wanted some ice and I was in 
ahurry. There was a stone in my 
shoe. So I had to take my shoes 
off. The fridge was open! Oh, I'm 
really sorry! I don't know how 
ithappened! I won't do it again!” 
He was really not very coherent. 
But Papa and Mama under- 
stood. 

“Well, alright! You may have 
your dinner,” said Papa Undir. 
Brother rushed to the dining ta- 
ble before anyone changed their 
minds! The Undir family sat 
down to eat. Suddenly Mama 
noticed Brother's hands. How 
dirty they were! 


“H 


asked. 
“I don't think so!” replied 








aven't you forgotten 
something?” Mama 





Brother, wondering what he had 
done now. 

“Just look at your hands!” re- 
minded Mama, 

“Oh, no!” said Brother look- 
ing at his grimy hands and black 
finger nails. Sister giggled. 
Brother jumped off his chair and 
rushed off to wash his hands 
before dinner. Poor Brother! It 
was not his day! 

he next morning Brother 

quickly dressed himself for 
school. He wore his neat pair of 
shoes with relief. He had done 
his homework in the right note- 
book. He was no longer scared 
of his teachers. He had even got 
Mama to cut his nails, Brother 
was really eager to get to school 
as early as possible. He had fin- 
ished his milk and breakfast, 
and was in fact rushing Sister 
to hurry up and come, so that 
they could leave for school early! 
What a transformation! At 
school, teacher could hardly be- 
lieve that ft was the same old 
Brother Undir! 


ANURADHA KHATI 
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STORIES FROM OUR READERS Ee aia 


M@®@NUGHT 
PARTY 


t St. Peter's Girls Board- exciting! Their teachers called 
School was neither boring them mischievous, notorious, dan. 
or exciting. But the girls of gerous... I could give you an end- 
less list of similar words. 

The three well-known girls of this 
dangerous set were Anamica, Monica 
and Reshma, Anamica was the book 
worm. She was thin, tall and fair, and 
adjusted her specta- 
cles every five min- 
utes. Monica, who 
was just the oppo- 
site, was plump, 
and short, She liked 


































to talk more about sweets than any. 
thing else, Reshma was neither at- 
tracted nor distracted to anything in 
life, except singing. She was the school 
singer, and often said that she was 
born for it. Inspite of their differences, 
they were the best of friends. The best 
part of it was that they shared the 
‘same room in the St. Peters Girls Hos- 
tel. 


Ox. day, after the study hour, 
the three were back in their 
room. Throwing the books at the 
bed, Monica took out a packet of 
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crisp potato 
chips and said 
in the usual mu- 
sical tone, “I hate 
studying chemistry 
and maths. To say it 
chemically, I have no af- 

finity towards chemistry. Math- 
matically, maths and I are two 
parallel lines which never meet.” 
She began laughing at her ownjoke, 
but stopped suddenly, when she no- 
ticed that the other two were not lis- 
tening to her. Anamica was immersed 
inher book while Reshma was in some 


deep thought. Suddenly, Reshma jumped 
from her bed and fell on Anamica, 


Anz shook herself free 
and stared at Reshma. The 
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rude stare was inter- ‘The banyan tree stood 

rupted by Monica's en- near the compound wall 

quiry of what made which surrounded the 
Reshma jump. school and the hostel. 

“Roopa said that Sis- re 

‘9 e morning of that, 

ingen amocthlong tear Atl day exe 

lo ‘They could not pay much 

to Caleta ads RSh gHenton in cans. All 

bas ie smile {hey thought about was 

ie saw a smile their moonlight party! 


sweep the frown fom In the evening, after the 
namics face and sur study hour was over, 


prise on Monica's face. they" once again dis 

" Blacher aa cussed their plan, 
Sarkis After eating their 
be taking her place.” hostel dinner of puré and 
‘The smiles were re- dal, (Monica sneaked 
placed by *hurrahs” and away some puries for 
"wows", It was happy the moonlight party) 
ews, For, a smiling, un- Sheena oft cs lah 
erstanding, liberal and @ im . 
derstanding, Uberal and they took their little 
superb warden was to take the place of a frowning, [el took gtnen nine 
strict and bossy one, even ifit was fora brief period. study room, Anamica, 
“And,’ continued Reshma, ‘I plan a moonlight party!” — who held the torch, led 
a mean the type of parties we read about in 

the books?" Anamica asked, 

Reshma nodded. Monica immediately began to 
make a list of things she would take with her to thi 
‘moonlight party. 






















fer a diseussion, it was decided that they 

vould have the moonlight party the day 
‘after the next day. It would be held under their 
favourite banyan tree on the schoo! campus. It 
‘would last only for two hours. 





per the hostel rules, the lights must be 
jut off at 10 pum. They were to have their 
party from eleven toone, They were not afraid 
at all, because Sister Jessica Mary never 
came on the regular rounds at night. 

All they had to do, was to get out from 
their room, pass through the study room, 
and get out through the back door exit, 
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the way. They went out through the 
back door. 

‘They had taken with them bed- 
sheets, pillows and candles. Anamica 
had brought her favourite book. 

“Anice setting to read a nice book,” 
she said 

Monica had brought a pack of po- 
tato chips (the secret ofher shape), her 
favourite eashewnut halwa, a biscuit 
packet, and ofcourse, the puries. Reshma 
+had brought her imported walkman. 


he bedsheets were spread. The 
andles lit, and each occupied 
their favourite place. The peaceful 
‘moonlight party was disturbed by the 
sound of a car outside, which stopped 
beside the compound wall. They could 
hear two voices. One was majestic, 
and the other a timid one, which said, 
“Yes sir!” after each command. 

‘The first voice said, “Look! This is 
the hostel where that girl stays, and 
in front of itis the school.” 

‘The other voice*Yes sir!” 

First voice, “Her name is Sushma 
Agarwal and she studies in the tenth 
standard.” 

"Yes, Sin!” 

“You have to kidnap her tomorrow 
at 50’ clock, Her chauffeur will come 
to take her home at 4.30 p.m. When 
the car goes through the lonely Green- 
wood Road, you have to....The rest you 
know." 

“Yes, Sir!” 





0 minutes later, the car sped 

away. Nobody talked for some 

‘ime, Anamica broke the silence. She 

said, “They talked of kidnapping 
Sushma.” 

‘Sushma was the daughter of one 





of the leading businessmen in the city. 
She studied in their class and was 
their friend. Reshma thoughtfully 
said, “We have to do something.” 

‘Anamica got up. 

“This is the end of the party. Let’s 
g0.” Before anybody could say any- 
thing, she blew the candles, 
plates, books and bedsheets in her 
bas-ket, and marched away swiftly 
with the torch. The others simply 
followed her. 








Ihe Church clock struck twelve. 
They were an hour early. After 
small discussion they decided to tell 
Sister Mary about what they heard, 
the next day morning. They were sure 
to get punished. But they were help- 
less, and had to save their friend. 
After the morning prayer, the three 
of them went to meet the warden in 
her room. As luck would 
have it, the Principal, 
SisterClaribell, wasthere 
too! “What brought you 
girls here this morn- 
ing?” asked the prin- 
cipal, “What mis- 
chief did you do?” 
‘They looked at 
each other. Ana 
mica, the bravest 
‘among them came 
‘out with the story. 
Soon, with a 
little help from 
her two friends, 
‘Anamica finished. 


















ished for going against the rules,” she 
said, “But since you've given us some 
important information, we'll handle 
‘you later. I have to inform the police 
first. Don't talk about this to anybody. 
‘You may go now!” 

Outside, the three girls heaved a 
sigh of relief. 

‘Sushma never got to know about 
the intended kidnapping. The police 
caught the kidnappers in action and 
threw them into prison. 


wo days later, the three were sum- 
‘moned to the principal's room. 
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“Thave decided not to punish you 
this time,” Sister Claribell said, “In- 
stead, you're to have a moonlight 
party.” 

The three girls could not believe 
their ears, “Its such a nice idea," con- 
tinued Sister, “The whole schoo! will 
0 fort this time...” 





As she talked on, Anamica, Reshma 
and Monica smiled at each other. 
Later, they skipped off to tell their 
classmates the good news, 
K. Beena, aged 14, 
Trichy - 620016. 
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E. your precious little girl. 





UNIT PLAN 


For her better tomorrow 


FEATURES: 
‘+ An open-ended Plan, 


‘+ Minimum investment of Rs 1800 and 
{multiples of Rs 300 thereafter, 
No upoe init, 


se yor, central 
‘compote body 






Sean of age 
+ tnventment of Rs 1800 made a bie 





Bt clé may become Ks 3 
Sp ears" Quantum of growin 
depends 'on ae a entry 

‘+ Date of maturity wil be caeua 
‘om the date oF acceptance of the 
Appleton 

1 Honus, if declared periodical, wll 
be pavable‘on maturity, 








UNIT TRUST 
OF INDIA 


790) ma ome: hangs, 2203798 
hala » Ha P8098, 

‘roan m s1710h 700s Maia he Sates + Thrvaprem Pe Bates 

] erat Sistas ayo stants wepcnoe PFs copa P8278 

















oon 





‘SOME MEN ARE BORN TO ENJOY THE 
EXQUISITE THING IN LIFE 


Sraveph 


Shirts & Trousers 
Omyat 


41-42, Bhaiya Complex, 
286, Purasawalkam High Road, 
Madras -600007. Phone : 6428966 





